DISCIPLES  OF  DEATH

and honey, and teeming with graceful women to p
the Faithful (save the word!).

Beauteous damsels, thinly veiled, were collected from
divers countries in the name and the cause of this new
religion. They drifted about palace and lawn, singing and
dancing in a manner both charming and provoking.
Nymphs were the stock-in-trade; rich merchants the
customers. Hassan needed salesmen. He chose adolescent
youths, telling them of the Paradise awaiting those who
implicitly obeyed his will. They were invited to a private
view, lest they doubted. Wish being father to thought,
it was not surprising that folk began to believe in the new
creed, any more than it was surprising that Muhammad
gained his adherents. The chances were that the more
practical policy of the Assassins would have a stronger
appeal than the parent faith of Islam.

The recruits ripe for plucking, the Old Man gave them
hashish to send them into a deep sleep, when they were
carried within, to awaken one by one in the garden.
Crediting their own eyes, and comparing notes with their
friends, naturally they believed what they beheld. Wander-
ing at will among faery delights, under the influences of
the drug, they trod upon air. Time was of no consequence.
Indeterminate pleasure was indefinitely prolonged. Joyous
minutes became hours; hours days; days infinite.

When the fledgelings had absorbed the celestial beauty
of the new playground, they were drugged again and
shown the door; as essential a part of the business as the
entry. When they came to, the Old One himself told them,
bewildered and excited as they recovered from their
happy adventures, that by divine grace they had been
permitted to gaze upon the Garden of Paradise, and to
taste an iota of its promise. Why wait? To achieve this
happy haven they had but to do as he bade them. Certain
unbelievers in the world must be removed. There was
nothing else for it. Only Disciples from the valley could
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